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I lilt 


The Tragedie 

Tben'fierie expedition be my wings, 
loue, Mercuie and Herald for a king. 

Come mufter men, my counfaile is my fhield. 

We rauft be briefe, when Cray tors brauc the field. Exeunt, 

Enter Queene Margaret fola , 

£EMar, So now profperirie begins to mellow,. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Heieinthefe confines flilie haue 1 lurkt. 

To watch the wainingof mine aduerfaries : 

A dire induCt ion ami witnefie too. 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 
Will proue as bittcr,blacke,and tragical!. 

Withdraw thee wtetched Margaret, who comes here# 

Enter the ^ueene,andthe Dutcheffe of Tor he. 

J%u. Ah my y ong Ptinces,ah my tender babes] 

My vnblowne flowers, new appearing fweets. 

If yet your gentle fou'e» flie in the aire 
An d be not fix* in doome perpctuall, 

Houer about me with youraierie wings. 

And hcare your mothers lamentation. 

Sfu.Mar, Houer about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night. 

gu. Wilt thou O God.flie fromfuch gentle lambcs, 

And throw them in the mtraile, of the wolfe : 

Whendidft thouilcepe, when fuch ade.d was done ? 
Du.Ma. When holy Mary died,and my fweet fonne. 
Dutch. Blind fight, dead life, poore mortall liuing ghofc 
Woes feeane, worlds flume, graues due by life vfurpt, 

Kelt thy vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfully madedrunke with innocents blood, 

Du. o that thou would!! as wcllaffoorda graue, 

A s thou canft y eeld a melancholy feate, 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here : 

O yvho hath any caulcto mournebatl i * 



of Richard the third. 

Dut, So many nvferies haue craz’d my voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is route & dumbe. 

Edward PIantagenet,why art thou dead i 

GyjtEar. If auncient forrow be moftreuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of fignorie, 

And let my woes frow ne on the vpper hand,. 

If forrow can admit focietie, 

Tell ouer your woes againe by viewing mine : 

I had an Edward.nll a Richard kiJd him ; 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Fd ward, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Du. 1 had a Richard too, and thou didft kil him: 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft to kill him. 

£KMar. Thou hadft a Clarence too.til Richard kild him* 
From forth the kennellof thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

That dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrie lanabes,and lap their gentle bloods. 

That foule defacer of Gods handy worke. 

Thy wombe let loofc,tochafevs to ourgraues, 

O vpright,iuft,andtiuedifpofingGod, 

How do I thanke thee, that this carnall curre 
Praies on the ifluc of his mothers bodie, 

And makes her puc- fellow with others mone. 

EDut. Q; Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witnefie with me, 1 haue wept for thee, 

Ji^Mar. Bear with me,l am hungry for reuenge 
And now 1 cloie me with beholding it 
Thy Edward, he is dead,thatftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead,to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorke,he is but bootc, becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfection of my Ioffe : 

Thy Clarence he isdead,thatki!d my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke plaic. 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, , 
Vntimcly fmothred in their duskic graues, 

Richard yet liues^hels blackc intelligencer, 

1 j. Onely 
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